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He made a gesture to get her to sit on his knee but she re-
mained aloof. Her eyes, however, ceased to flash with that ter-
rifying revolt against her life, against him, and against the whole
cosmic system, to which he was becoming so accustomed in her.
"Can you remember those days, Wizz," he inquired of her,
"when you were in that Catholic institution? When your whole
world was made up of those nuns? You told me how your
mother died and how they put you into that place, and how you
got out of it, but I'd give anything to know	" He paused
and drew a sigh of relief, for she had resumed her seat on the
stool and her frown had disappeared.
"Wizz, why are you always so silent when I ask you about
those nuns?"
She was silent now, staring placidly and not unhappily into
the heart of the fire, and Dud had a curious feeling as he looked
at her as if all that he could do or she could do in the sphere of
practical life would always land them again in this passive situa-
tion, she waiting and he waiting, as they sat opposite each
other, waiting for they knew not what, but being in some way
spellbound by their isolation from the rest of the world and by
the fact that they were still complete strangers to each other.
Ignorant of women as he was, Dud had never been blind to
the fact that while he apparently satisfied certain dominant roman-
tic cravings in Wizzie, she did not, for some obscure reason,
respond with any warm, amorous reciprocity to his inter-
mittent caresses. "She's a virgin," he was always saying to
himself. "She's a virgin not only physically but spiritually."
Sometimes he even asked himself whether it might not be that
the sterile viciousness of the pleasure he got from her was the
real bed-rock cause of her growing irritableness, "Am I tanta-
lizing her," he said to himself, "in the same way I did Mona?"
But Mona had shown no sign of revolt against the absence of
normal passion in him. Mona had completely dominated both
himself and his supposed father by her inviolable spirit, and
she had seemed almost as detached as he was himself in the
matter of a couple's impulsive "give and take."
A faint quiver of diffused sensuality began now to disturb
Dud's senses as the two of them sat there in silence. This was
brought about by no conscious provocation on the girl's part,
for Wizzie seemed more devoid of the desire to excite desire
than Dud had supposed was possible in a young woman. It was

